THE ROMAN WALL

The skulls of men who, right or wrong,
Still wore the splendour of the strong.
Are shepherds' lanterns now, and shield
Their candles in the lambing field.

But when, through evening's open door.
Two lovers tread the broken floor,
And the wild-apple petals fall
Round passion's scarlet festival;

When cuckoos call from the green gloom
Where dark, shelving forests loom ;              10

When foxes bark beside the gate,
And the grey badger seeks his mate-
There haunts within them secretly
One that lives while empires die,
A shrineless god whose songs abide
Forever in the countryside.
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THE ROMAN WALL

THOUGH moss and lichen crawl

These square-set stones still keep their serried ranks
Guarding the ancient wall,

That whitlow-grass with lively silver pranks.       20

Time they could not keep back

More than the wind that from the snow-streaked

north
Taking the air for track

Flows lightly over to the south shires forth.

Each stone might be a cist

Where memory sleeps in dust and nothing tells
More than the silent mist

That smokes along the heather-blackened fells.